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OUT OF THE RACE.
BY HILDA JAMES*.

Of rse it w is a boat rare, for th
I'ow»!ls w re summering on the p«c-
t'irt sf|u ^dge of a lake A r ice infant a

bright day ar:d smooth waters, and a

p >re of rxcltrd k iris and l>ovs. all eag-r
f »r tl f*in: tl i! *ks \*.lh flags and
bunting. and th sYnder rowbonts manned
by "sinfries*' or "doubles." as the rare

call"! fi.: Nl.i PowH '« boat was con-

aph ;imon? them all. principally b *-

can- N f is } ' he n the champion r e-

©rd ,f ti season It was called
.."I*1 »n e," b iu*e of f's color, and
tl .. tl It .*.» any one else might

1 or a cat.
t*.i in t row i«a If lay rocking at Its

ir. - t; and look d at lier mother with
It' |T \ ! .i<*

' 11.1 v. :i think '11 come?" she asked
"< lrse, d> ai : Ad'-laide is t red of

t e s .shore. ami when Adelaide Is tired
tl re is no d"lay "

A1' *r f «h "II < ome In t m

ON A FAVORITE

to enter for the racs. and I will have to
lend 'Tl Brownie,' because she's com-
pany That will 1-ave me out entirely;
It's too bad? Ad !aide is always such an
Ui comfortable p rson."
"Perhaps the train may he delayed."

.aid Lester hopefully. He was rock¬
ing in the boat beside his sister.

' No such luck!" groaned Nita. "Look
through the trees; there she comes! Oh.
mammy. don't make me give up the boat;
I do want this race so badly," and Nlta
clasped her hands.

"\V> 11 trust to Adelaide's generosity."
and Mrs. Powell turned to welcome the
pretty girl In boating flannels who came
running across the lawn, both hands out¬
s' retched.
"So glad to see you, auntie; 1 heard

of the race on the way fro:n tiie sta-
tlon. .*o I got ready the minute I reached )
the house. I do hope I'm not late. 1
hear it's ladies' 'single.' Jump out, Nlta.
you fairy, and let your big cousin bring
the Brownie to glory."
"I am entered for that race." s&ld

Nita doggedly.
"On. that's all right, so long as the

Brownie wins. I'll pull her through, haye
To feir. Hurry up, dear, 1 s< e the signal
boat making its way to th" Judges' stand."
"Hut. Adelaide ." Interposed Mrs.

Powell.
"Oh, I know, auntie. I'm not a bit

overheated, I'll be careful of catching
cold. Now then, youngster." and tak-
lug Nlta's hand In her own Arm grip. ]
¦lie pulled her in playful fashion out of
the boat, while she herself snepped llg"ht-
ly In and seized the oars.
"I'm going over to headquarters to

anter my name amoung the contestants."
the eald, unfastening the painter,
"Thanks, Nlta, for the boat. I'm so
g*.ud I got here in time. " and she pulled
away with long, beautiful strokes, leu.ing1
poor Nlta half crying on the dock.

Lester turned away with sympathy
too deep for words; he hated to see his
little sister Imposed upon. Mrs. Powell
bent over her fancy work. Nlta was
a great pet. and her sorrows were family
¦ ffairs.
Nlta stood In silence for a moment,

fighting her tears, then she turned
abruptly from the dock and made
..raifTh-t for the woods where she could
".tight It out alone," on a favorite grass-
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A LOST CHILD.
Nobody ever called this tiny child Beth,

or Bess, or Betty. She was such a sol¬
emn little creature that Elizabeth, though
quite a mouthful, suited her best. She
took life seriously, this maiden of five
.unnners, and brooded over many things
as she sat In a diminutive rocker, which
hor mother had secured at the hotel for
ber special accommodation.

It was a gTeat summer hotel in a fash¬
ionable watering place, where the Eld-
rldg< s were stopping until they secured a
permanent boarding house for the sum¬
mer. Meanwhile Elizabeth had been hav¬
ing a very good time, for she was very
popular with every one. from the head
Waiter to the elevator boy. Indeed, her
own heart turned to the elevator boy and
¦he often thought how lonely he would be
without a little girl to say "Good morn-
lug" to him each day.
When the time of parting raroe Eliza¬

beth was very sad indeed. She felt that
She couldn't bear to leave her elevator
boy. and I'm afraid she cried the least
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grown rock she knew of. Here she
threw herself down. and burled her face
In h r hands, not heeding the swish of
oars in the Vater below.
Steps behind fter made her raise her

tear-stained face to encounter the glance
. f a shy, awkward boy, who siood look-
'ng at her in amazement. This was

Jim Evans, who was called by the young
i eople the "deaf and dumb boy" from
the /act that he hud never been known
' > make a remark and never seemed to
? i>w| w! at whs going on about him. Even
fri ndly Nita had failed to drag from
! im more than a monosyllable at a time.
N'.iw. she sat and stared at him and for
once her tongue was tied.
"Hello!" said Jim. "what's the mat¬

ter? T'ld you walk hert ? Where's your
lx>at? He fir-d the questions as If they
were gunshot, but the mention of her
;>oat sent poor Nita off again.

The Brownie's g-gone!" she sobbed.
"Broke loose? Whereabouts? It's

time you were at the starting point."
"I'm out of.of.the race. Adelaide's

come. She's.she's.my cousin, and.
and." Nita could go no further.
"Oh. I say".Jim grasped the situation:

then he looked at Iks watch."you've

3RASS-GR0WN BOCK.

ten minutes to steady yourself," he re¬
marked. "Your nose is red."
"It don't matter out here on the rocks."
"But you're not going to stay here:

you're going to show grit, though you
can't do it with a red nose."
"And no boats."
"There's mine," said Jim Evans.
Nita Jumped. If there was a boat bet¬

ter than the Brownie it was Jim's Swan.
She Ciasped her hands, but looked at

him in doubt.
Jm nodded, and pointed to where the

pretty thing lay hugging the shore.
"I wouldn't trust her to every one,"

he said, 'but I won't see you done out
"f tills race. Perhaps the water will
help It," he added, pointing to the of¬
fending nose.
Nita laughed as she ran down to the

shore. There she made a sponge of her
handkerchief and dabbed and dabbed
until Jim announced that the nose had
faded to the palest pink.
"Now," he said, "step in and pull off.

I'll bet on the Swan against a dozen
Brownies," and not waiting to be thanked
he strode away into the woods.
They were lining up for the start Just

as Nita came in sight, flushed and hap¬
py. A moment after she had taken hen
place, the word was given, and the boats
darted out like slender, skimming birds.
The lake was smooth and clear: there

was not even a wind to pull against,
and the Swan soon outstripped even
the fleet Brownie. Adelaide looked hot
and angry as Nita passed her on the
home stretch.
"I thought you were out of the race,"

she called.
"I thought so, too," Nita called back

as the Swan shot ahead.
As she touched goal a shout went up,

and a few minutes later the Swan glid¬
ed Into midstrean floating a blue and
silver pennant of victory, while the other
boats crowded around to admire and con¬
gratulate.
Adelaide rowed to the dock In a very

bad humor.
"Any one oould win a race with a

'.oat like the Swan. I don't think Nita
deserves so much credit," she declared
as she sank breathless Into a hammock.
"I do." said Mrs. Powell quietly, for

she was proud of her little daughter in
more ways than one.

little bit when he shook hands with her.
But she never forgot him, and after they
left the hotel she often spoke of him to
the cook's little girl.

It Is very nice. If one ts In a large
boarding house, to know the cook's little
girl. The acquaintanceship brought Eliz¬
abeth many oulf.ide treats in the kitchen
and here. too. she made friends as she
did in the hotel.
One afternoon Elizabeth was missing

so was the cook's little girl. They were
not to be found upon the premises, and
soon the alarm spread from house to
house along the street. Elizabeth's nurse
was frantic; she had gone Indoors to get
a glass of water, leaving Elizabeth lean¬
ing over the railing of the low veranda,
talking to the cook's little girl. When
she came back both children had disap¬
peared as completely as If the earth had
swallowed them up.
All the afternoon they hunted, going

from house to house, from store to store
Mr. Eldridge roused the little town, send¬
ing scouts in all directions. Many things
might have happened; they might have
fallen In the lake, they might have been
run over, or. worst of all. they might
have been carried off by one of the small

Men
bands of gypsies Infesting the region and
held for ransom. Mr. and Mrs. Eldridge
were distracted, and the cook folded her
arms and wept and wailed while dinner
waited.
But the nurse, who stood wringing her

hands, stopped suddenly, for she had an
idea. She ran out of the house straight
across the velvety common to the hotel
from which they had moved only a few
days before. She was quite out of breath
when she reached the elevator, m aning
to ring and question the boy. But there
was no need, for there, seated side by-
side, she found Elizabeth and the cook s
little girl serenely content and chatting
away as if there were no such things as

.distressed parents and cooks and sympa¬
thetic neighbors.
Elizabeth looked up., with a start as she

saw the nurse.
"Have you come for me?" she asked.

"Please, nurse, let me stay for one more
time? George has taken us up and down
seventeen times and we've had such fun.
"You're to come home at once, you

naughty child! To think of the state we'v?
been in!" exclaimed nurse.
Elizabeth never coirtd understand why

she was kissed and cuddled and scolded
in the same breath. But the cook's little
girl understood perfectly after the mourn¬
ing parent had unfolded her arms and ad¬
ministered justice; for cook's littla girls
are brought up in a much harder school.

FABLES OF TOYLAND.
The Discontented Balloon.

BY W. L,. DARNED.
From that great wondrous world be¬

yond one's own home came the Balloon;
he was quite pufTed up. extremely self-
possessed and spoke at great lengtli of his
past career, when for days he had traveled
with the Biggest Show on Earth
By nature h« was one of those toys

who "know it all" and the,other toys lib¬
erally detested him because of his many
mean traits.
"I'm tired of "this slow existence." he

said, complalningly, as he sat on the edge
of an upstairs window, "you people
weary me with your willingness to accept
tilings as they are; I l!ke to be on the
Jump continually, and sooner or later I
Intend to escape from this nest of drones
and seek more congenial quarters."
The opportunity p-esented itself not

long afterward, for a summer breeze,
romping through the house, carried him
pell mell out of the window.
All the boys gathered at the sill and

watched him as he sailed proudly over
the lawn, to settle eventually on the
green grass, where warm sunshine bright¬
ened everything and bids quarreled
among t'he lilac bushe*
"Oh, see," cried the Rag Doll, "I wish

I were Mr. Balloon, he is free to go as he
pleases."
"And how I should like to fly over

the roof tops!" exclaimed the Rag Ele¬
phant, whose remark was extremely com¬
ical considering his ungainly shape.
Although they cordially disliked the

pompous Mr. Balloon, they envied him
his power to navigate through space, and
hung over the window sill in an Inter¬
ested half circle, looking down on the
ga den with its many natural beauties.
People like Mr. Balloon, however, are

seldom satisfied, although often puffed
up with their own Importance. No soon¬
er did he settle comfortably on the lawn
than he was fretful again, and waited
until another breeze stirred among the
leaves. Then he balanced.himself on his
slender legs and went bouncing across
the grass to a narrow path girdled by
shells.
"These ugly old gardens tire me so,"

lie muttered to himself with peevish dis¬
dain. "I want to Join the circus once
more, or go to some place that Is not
freighted with leaves that are never still,
and crickets that chirp one's sleep away."
Just over the walk grew the Rose Sis¬

ters. There were fully twenty of them
and all Just as pretty as could be with
pink cheeks, and ruby lips, and long
green cloakB that suited their style of
beauty to perfection.
"Now if I could only spend a while

there," grumbled Mr. Balloon. "I dislike
chattering girls, but it is only one step
further toward civilization."
A good.or bad.fairy seem»d to see

Carried Him Peli Mell From the
Window.

that all of his wishes were granted in
order that he might learn his lesson, for
up came the wind again, tickling Mr. Bal¬
loon in the ribs; and once more he
skimmed the lawn, to land right in the

i ® I(Oil
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midst of a maz' of bushes where the Rose
Sisters were ho'ding a pink tea.
"Oh!" they cried in ang .. and rescnt-

ment. "A horr d. fat. eld rly man dar.-s
to intrude upon our privacy." And vent¬
ing their wrath in many angry words,
thov set about scrntchin? his eyes out.
Now we all know that Mr. Balloon

was not built for this soit of treatment,
n a trice the thorns pierced his sides,

Set to Scratching His Eyes Out.
and he Bank to the ground, completely
wilted and a sad picture to gaze upon.
Moral.Content is one of the swest-

est of virtues. Do rot envy a rol.ing
stone, for he may bump up against the
proverbial crusher.

COTTON.
This product Is called the king of the

southern states, because it is so impor¬
tant an item in that section of the coun¬

try. American cotton constitutes the
great part of the world's supply. In
India and China this plant has Oeen cul¬
tivated for ages, and history points to
India as the firsT seat of manufacture.
The people had a gin to separate the
feed from 'he Flxr. a'.so a very clumsy
wheel, the foreruner of the wheels our

great grandmothers used.
The soil of a cotton country is pre¬

pared for the-reception of seed by plow¬
ing during the winter months. The sow¬

ing takes place In March, April and
May, according to countries.and locali¬
ties. Great care must bfe taken to avoid
the exposure of the young plants to the
late frosts, which are fatal. It Is neces¬
sary sometimes to replant the whole
rield. Gr.it caro and labor are required
in the fields until the picking season,
which commences in the latter part of
July and lasts until the frost kills the
plant.
The picking season is a busy time on

a cotton plantation. Everybody turns
in.men, women ani children, oven the
toddling tots.for the quality of the
crop depends on Its being quickly
gathered after the bolls have opened.
Should it be left on the plant long after
opening it is liable to be injured by the
heat of the sun, which overdriea it; or
by the rains, which stain It; or by the
winds, which load it with sand or dust
and dirt.
Each picker Is provided with a bag

tied around his body, and a lar^e bas¬
ket which he leaves at the end of the
section allotted to him. He puts the
cotton in his bag as fast as he picks
It. When he reaches the end of his sec¬
tion he empties the contents of his bag
into the basket, and starts again. Pick¬
ing requires expertness and skill; the
picker has to seize with the first effort
the whole of the cotton of each boll,
taking care to bring it out quite free.
The average amount picked by each
laborer is about a hundred pounds a
day, though many go over that amount.
It seems ='-ange that, up to the pres¬

ent tune. .u hlne has been invented
for gathei.g the crop. Several at¬
tempts have been made, but have
proved unsuccessful. The southern cot¬
ton fields present a quaint and pretty
picture of the pickers, old and young,
bending from morning till night over
their work, the midsummer air stirring
softly as a crooning accompaniment to
their toll.

A SILVER WEDDING.
Said the Fork to the Knife,
"I cannot be your wife.
Although you're a dashing young blade.

You've the poliah of steel.
Yet I cannot but feel
At your aide Just a trifle afraid."

"Lack-a-day!" said the Knife,
"If you'll not b« iny wife,
A mate 1 must seek very soon.

For working alone
la not eaay, I own;

I think I'll propose to tbe Spoon."
"What! That podgy fat soul,
With a face like a bowl?"
Said the Fork, In satirical rolce.

"'Tie reeded in life,
When selecting a wife.
To be circumspect In one's choice.**

"Now the sugar tenga seem
A most excellent scheme,
A helpmate 'twould be at my side.

Of course, there's a spring.
As of youth, in that thing "

"Suit yourself, sir," the lady replied.
But the Knife whispered low,
"It cannot be so,
There is only one end to my fate.**

And bo they were wed,
In a water cress bed,
On the flowery edge of a plate.

A SURPRISE PARTY.
"By ERNEST SCHUYLER.

The old barn had been tightly locked
and guarded for nearly a week, and no

hoys but a few of Bud's most select
friends were allowed to venture In. It
was rather hard on the others, to be sure,
for the Crowe barn had long: been the
playground for all the boys in the village,
and the "hatching grounds" of many wild
schemes of which mothers and fathers
did not always approve. When you saw a

half dozen boys sauntering into the Crowe
barn of an afternoon you could be quite
certain there was some surprises afoot.
Bud. of course, had the right to do as he
p'eased, for the old barn belonged to his
grandfather; nevertheless the boys who
were left out of the secret on this occa-
s'on felt aggrieved, more than aggrieved;
they felt insulted becatlse Bud had put a

padlock on the sliding door. The other
door was bolted from inside. I
"Just as if we were thieves!" growled

Flunk Wheeler.
But the growls did not disturb Bud. He

only laughed and said, patronizingly,
"You'll know in time. Why don't you play
in your own barn?"
The trouble with that suggestion was

that the three liveliest boys In town were
in Bud's confidence, and spent the after-
noons securely locked In the barn.
Plunk Wheeler couldn't forget the in¬

sult, and he became madder and madder
at Bud every time he thought of it.
Finally he and two other boys put their
heads together for the purpose of re-
venge, and one night when' the moon was
just up enough to help them with a little
light. Plunk and his pals stole Quietly
out of their respective houses and met
beside the big haystack In the field back
of the Crowe barn.
"Are .you going to pick the lock?" asked

Jim Baylis.
"Nope," answered Plunk mysteriously,

"Kid Wallace is going to get the key and
unlock the padlock."
"I guess I'm not, then," said Kid Wal¬

lace, a lanky, loose-jointed boy. "You
can do your own dirty work."
"Well.- if you're afraid." said Plunk

shortly, "I'll do it myself. Come on and
boost me up to the feedroom window,
There's another key to that padlock, and i
-I'm going to find it."

"But," began John, "Isn't It like bur-
gling?"
"Not a bit," laughed Plunk. "Old

Grandfather Crowe told my dad last time
he was over that he liked to see the boys
have a good time in the old barn, and
wanted me to come whenever I felt like
it. And I feel like It now," added Plunk.
"If Bud locks up the bain, the only thing
I can do is to unloclyit to get In properly.
Good-bye. I'll gut the key, and you fel¬
lows wait here for me."
Plunk was on the boys' shoulders as

he spoke, and he sprang to the sill and
inside before they could answer his argu¬
ments.
They stood there and talked In whispers

for a minute. The barn was as silent as
a graveyard.
"Guess he'll have some trouble to find

the key." said Jim. "I wonder why he
don't think to open the small door from
the inside. That's what I'd Jim stop¬
ped short, for Just nt that moment a most
terrific noise and scuffling was heard In
the barn, and a terrified howl from
Plunk.
"Je-rushy!" exclaimed the Kid. "v»nat-

ever can be the matter? Something's got
him, sure!"
"You're lighter than I am," whispered

Jim. "Stand on my shoulders and see
If you can see anything In the window."
Up scrambled the Kid. but he could see

nothing in the darkness. He stretched
liis head far over the sill In an effort to
see, and Just then, bang! the small door,
unbolted from the inside, shot open, and
out rushed Plunk like a streak of greased
lightning. He wasn't alone. Close on
Ills heels followed another figure, big
and burly, and wild looking. Around the
corner of the barn Plunk dashed madly,
the black figure after him.
Jim had seen more of this part of the

performance than the Kid had, and when,
half a minute later, Plunk appeared at
the other end of the barn, rushing like
mad, Jim, calling to the Kid to "hold
fast," slipped from under him and ran.
toq. The Kid hung by his hands from the
high window, and the boy's pursuer, who¬
ever he was, stopped a second at the
strange sight, and then chased on again
after Plunk.
Up and down and round about the barn

they ran. Plunk dodging till he felt his
heart pounding as if it would break loose
from his body. But still his pursuer was
merciless. Clo»e at his heels he was. and
In a minute Plunk stubbed his toe and
fell. That minute he thought was his last,
but It wasn't. Something warm and hairy
fell on top of him, then lifted him upright
and held him close. Then a blow de¬
scended on his neck, and as he hit out
wildly, another blow met his face.
Then he heard, In between the blows, a

sound of laughter. Jim, who was too
frightened to help, also heard the laugh¬
ter. and turning saw three figures seated
on the fence. And the one who was laugh-
In* loudest was Bud Crowe.
In a minute Bud called out, "Tlmel"

and as If bjr magic Plunk's raptor re¬
leased his grip, and Plunk was free, dazed
and breathless.
"Say. you fellows," called Bud, "I

should think you'd be tired.specially the
Kid, who looks as If he were tied In three
bowknots up In that window. Come Into
the kitchen and rest. Mother made some
fresh gingerbread today, and we've got
some dandy apples.and I may as well
Introduce you to my friend."
Into the kitchen they filed, Plunk limp¬

ing sadly and the Kid stretching out liis
long limbs. The lamp was lighted, and to
Plunk's great amazement, there stood a
burly brown bear blinking in the light.
"Btoys," said Bud solemnly, "let me pre¬

sent you to Prof.. Bob Bruin, who came
last week with Uncle Ben. You have sort
of ruined my surprise, but I guess maybe
you surprised yourself about as much.
Bob, shake hands with the boys."
Bob solemnly shook hands all around.

"We've been giving him bqxlng lessons
slnca he came," continued Bud, "and
we're going to have an exhibition. Now
promise you won't tell about him, and
we'll promise not to let on about your
scare."
Plunk was only too ready to agree tothese terms.

THE AMIABLE CASSOWARY.
Mr. Cassowary now has a home In

Bronx Park, where ha and Mrs. Casso¬
wary enjoy life and love In a cottage and
take dally exercise lc their front yard.
Mr. Cassowary, however. Is not a native
American. He and bis ancestors have al¬
ways lived In the Islands of the Malay
archipelago, especially the Moluccas and
the Isle of Papus. While Mr. Cassowary
dues not entirely approve of American
ways, he seems to be trying to cultivate
a cheerful and amiable spirit under all
conditions.
Mr. Cassowary !s rot handsome. He hasrather short thick leg's, a body like a veryb g b ack sheep with long wool, for his

feathers resemble long smooth strips ofw°°l as much as anything. He has no
tail feathers, and his wings are verysmall. He lias a long neck, «nd his head
is really quite handsome. His eyes are
big. brown and sparkling, his nose Is
sharp, and on his head he wears an lin-
pressive horny crest. He also wears a
handsome necklace of red and blue bead-

wa^es* an<^ to® seems very proud of

The' other day as we were passing bytus front yard he seemed in an especially
gay and festive mood, and he dancedabout with a step that would have wonhim a prize ht any cakewa k. He posed
on one leg, and executed a Highland flingand then went gayly dancing across the
yard and back again in high glee. A fam¬
ily of peacocks occupy the cottagenext to the Cassowarys. and while MrCassowary was dancing so merrily oneof the young peacocks lifted his voice and
sang a dirge. If you have ever heard a
peacock sing, you will wonder that it did
not take all the wirlt out of Mr. Casso¬
wary. But It didn't. He gave one bright
£nd scornful glance at Mr. Peacock and
want on dancing Joyously a* aver. j

rnxW)MEN
HOW TO TELL THE BIRDS FROM THE FLOWERS
BY B. W. WOOD. (Copyright, 11*07, by Paul Elder A Co*.)

The Fscsm. The Tomn
Very £eu> can
Tell the Toucan
From the Pecan .
Here's a new plan:

To taKe theToucan from the tree,
Requires im-mense a§U-i-tee,
While antj one can pick with ease
The pecans ^roro the Pecan trees:
It's suck an easy thins to do,
That even the Toucan he can too.
THE IMPERTINENT PARROT.

BY J. DREW.
Ethel Grayson seemed to have been born

In fairyland, and yet she was not a fairy.
She was just a little girl who had her
times of being sleepy, and hungry, and
tired, and cross, and happy, and sweet-

tempered and gay. Just like the rest of us.

But It seemed as If she had only to wish,
and presto! there was the thing she wish¬
ed for right before her.
She lived In a very beautiful, big house

with a nursery, a bedroom and a cunning
bathroom all her own, and she had a very
handsome young papa and a very pretty
young mamma, whose only child she was,
and who delighted to give her the very
littlest or the very biggest thing she could
want.
She had a beautiful dollhouse of twelve

rooms, each room beautifully furnished,
and all the rooms lighted with electricity,
so that she could turn the lights oft and
on with a little button. She had a pony
and a pony cart, of course, and she often
went driving. She had a beautiful Angora
cat, white as snow, that she called Fairy.
Palry had beautiful big eyes that g owed
in the dark like brilliant red rubies, and
Fairy loved her little mistress very dear¬
ly. If Ethel went away for a visit Fairy
wou'd mourn for tier, and could hardly be
persuaded to eat until Ethel had come
home again. Besides Fairy, Ethel had a

dear little black and tan terrier called
Imp. Imp was a very aristocratic little
fellow. He had a little velvet overcoat
and several pairs of llUle round kid shoes.
In his overcoat was a tiny pocket, and
in the pocket he always carried a tiny
white handkerchief. He could reach his
pocket with his nose, and when Ethel
went away he had been taught to wave

the pocket handkerchief to her, holding It
daintily between bis teeth.
Imp and Fairy sometimes were a little

Jealous of each other, but Fairy was so

beautiful that Imp could not be angry
with her very long, especially as Ethel
tried to treat one Just as well as the
other.
Then there was Betsy Bobbett, a beau¬

tiful Boston terrier, with a velvety,
wrinkled nose, who was very kind,
though somewhat patronizing to both Imp
and Fairy. Ethel had beautiful timee
with her playthings in the nursery, and
still more beautiful times with the dogs
and the cat out on the lawn.
They were all very happy together un¬

til one day a wish popped Into Ethel's
head, and before she had time to think It
over It popped out of her mouth, and
then she knew that what she wished for
would happen to her, for her handsome
young papa had heard the queer wish
when it popped out of her mouth.

"I wish, I ¦wish," she had said, "that
I had a playmate or a plaything that
could talk. Of course, there's my musi¬
cal doll, but she always sings the same

o'.d things. Now. If I had a parrot, I
could teach it new things."
Three days later there came to Ethel a

gorgeous green and gold parrot In a big
green cage.
Ethel was so delighted that she forgot

for the moment all about Fairy and
Imp. and Betsy Bobfoett, and all of her
'other playthings.

"Oh, Po'ly, Polly," she cried, "I m so

glad to see you. I hope you will be
happy heri and love me a lot."
Polly Took<=d at her a minute disdain¬

fully. "Aw. go on." she said in a harsh
voice. "Polly wants a cracker."
Ethel laughed and clapped her hands.

Polly looked at her solemnly and then
began to laugh, too. In a very gruff, seri¬
ous way."Ha, ha, ha!"
Just at this moment Fairy came in

search of her mistr<«s. She gave a gentle
little "Mew" at the door of the nursery
and then she came through the open
door. When she saw the gorgeous bird
her back went up into a sharp mo"ntain
and her beautiful, fluffy tall grew Digger
and much more fluffy, and her eyes
gleamed.
Polly saw her and began to scold

dreadfully. "Old cat! Old cat! Old c&i!"
she sputtered so fast that her words got
a'l twisted up.
Fairy.dainty, refined Fafcy.was so an¬

gry that she forgot all tier manners, and
she actually spit at the handsome bird.
"Why. Fairy," said Ethel, reproach¬

fully. "you must not treat Po'ly that way.
She has Just come to live with us. and
I want you te make her feel at home."
Just then Imp came running In, fol¬

lowed by B^tsv Brtbbett. The two docs
spied the bird and they were so aston¬
ished that they both sat down on their
hauneVies and howled. Then Fairy mewed
and Polly scolded, and there was such
a bedlam that Ethel cmrd not h-^ar her¬
self think. "Oh, I wish you'd all keep
still," she cried. But for once her w'sh
dVdn't come true. Flnal'y she ran to the
door and called the does by name. at)d
reluctantly they follow^! her out. Then
Fairy rime runn'ng after, and Ethel took
tt t m All out of doors and shut them
out. "I do Relieve they are every one of
them Jea'nns of her" sh« said, as she
hurried i-rflairb to get better acquainted
with Pelly.
Polly was anffrlly barring like a dog

when Fthe' cume In. but when she saw
Ethe' she subsided into a sullen sll-nee
and did n< t speak or make a sound all
the rest of tiif, day.
In a few vxtks Polly began to feel vorv

much at home. 8he scold -d the dogs and
the cat. the servants, and even Ethel
and heir father and mother. She was al¬
ways ta'klng about herself.
"Stoma " said Rthej one day. "I don't

Tielileve Polly has ever been to'd that it
'sn't polite to talk about herself."
"I don't believe she has. dear." said

her mother: "suppose you try to teach
her?"
Bthel did try, tout *1) Polly said was

"Polly won't! Polly won't! Polly won't!"
Just as fast as she could say It.
Thero was another thing about Polljr

that Ethel noticed. Polly learned in a
minute all the bad things that Ethel
said, aftd didn't care anything about the
nice things. If Ethel said, "T won't,"
Polly repeated it over and over after
her time after time. Lf Ethel ever was
angry and scolded, Polly mocked her
until Ethel was so ashamed she would
run far, far away from the sound of
Polly's mockftig voice. Once she heard
Ethel call nursa a "mean old thing"
and after that Polly always called nurse
"Mean old thing."
Polly learned to sing. Her favorite sung

was "Yankee Doodle." One day she was
out on the piazza, and an Italian, who
had been doing some work about the
place, went by. Polly had been singing
"Yankee Doodle," and when she got to
the line, "And called It macaroni," she
sang It through and repeated "macaroni"
many times at the top of her vole. The
Italian heard her, and thought rtlie was
calling him names, for the rude boys on
the streets often shouted "macaroni" after
him. He was very angry, indeed, and
slopped and began to scold, but Polly still
kept on with her saucy "macaroni" until
the Italian was gone.
Fairy and Imp and Betsy Bobbett never

grew to like Polly, nor she to like them.
Ethel did all she could Jo make them
friendly, but she never succeeded. One
day a little cripple boy came to visit, and
Polly seemed to take a great fancy to him.
She talked prettiest to him, and Rang all
her songs, and he was so delighted with
her that Ethel gave her to him to tak*
home.

JOHNNY KNEW.
The class was reciting, and little John¬

ny Fellows was the last one on the line.
Teacher started with the head and asked
what was the feminine of "hero."
Number One shook her head. It passed

to Two. She missed it; so did Three. As
It came nearer and nearer to Johnny he
became very much exc'.ted. apparently
knowing the answer, and waved his hand
frantically.
"Well, Johnny," said the teacher at last,

"everybody has missed; now can you tell
me the feminine of hero?"
"Shero!" shouted Johnny, exultantly.

TURN THE EDGES IN.
Dear little girl. !f you would aew,
Hate near earh needful thing;

Your needle, thimble, scissors, thread.
Your buttons on a string.

Prepare your work with greatest care,
'Tla beat ere yon begln,

And lf you find the seums are rough.Just turn the edges In.

Dear little girl, lf you would grow
Like flowers in the spring.

Flare near the tiny thoughtful deeds
That early sunshines bring;Sweet temper, patience, love and tro*t
The race will surely win;

And if good resolutions fray,
Just turn the edges in.

NEW^
PUZZLEJ

DIAGONAL.
1. A consonant In "aeven." 2. To tell. 6.

Not on time. 4. Ten hundred. 5. A sovereign.
8. A reptile. 7. Prompt. 8. To hallow. 41/whole la a day of the week.

RIDDLE.
I'm always found In uature, and always In .

book;
So when vour friends take me you'll kuow where

to look.

WORD SQUARE.
1. Part of a ship. 2. A eotffederste. ft.

Slide. 4. A stamp.

POSTMAN'S BAG.
I. A part of a stove lost a letter and became

an opening. 2. A nut lost a letter awl became
a grain. 3. A part of the head lost two lettersand became a receptacle.

HIDDEN BIRDS.
1. You do not do very well In your grammar,(Jrace. 2. I shall have to borrow Lucy's um¬

brella today. 3. The king lets his people rule
him.

BEHEADINGS.
Behead: 1. To chatter and leave fo valuei

again and leave devoured. 2 To close and !rav»
a hovel. 3. To cut >>fT and leave to llatcni
again and leave a part of the head.

ll~Piuzz/e
'dsuwj
POSTMAN*8 RAO.

1. Month-moth. 2. Harp-hap. 5. Swage-ftf.
HIDDEN HIRD&

1. Wren. 2. Thrush. 3. Robin.

BEHEADINGS.
1. Brace-race-ace. 2. Draw-raw. 8. Shave-hart.

PIED PROVERB.
44Am the twig Is bent the tree la Inclined.*.

Candy
RHYMING ENIGMA.

WORD HQ I J
H O l» K

('ARB.

OPEN
TEND
M NHS

f


